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Kirk Hammett/Ross Halfin slash. Set mostly at Kirk Hammett\'s house in San Francisco, but the story begins in 


Melbourne, Australia 


23rd November 2010, Melbourne Australia 


Steffan supported Kirk by the waist, his arm looped around his friend's middle. They stood outside on the 
street in the warm Melbourne November air taking a breather from the end of tour party. It was the night 
before the final gig of the tour, and they were having a party to rival the Rock r Roll Hall of Fame reunion. It 
was Zam, and the party was fizzing out now that Lars and James had disappeared. Kirk hiccoughed and took 
another deep swig from his beer, his face reddening even further. He discarded the bottle lazily to the ground 
and the remaining bubbles spilled to the pavement, rolling with a glassy clink to the kerb. 


Steffan's warm face supported Kirk. He was helping him stand, but really, Kirk wasn't that drunk. Still, he was 


enjoying his friend's company and had his own arm around his friend's back. 
‘Are you sad about the end of the tour? Steffan asked. 
Kirk barely took a moment to think. ‘Sort of, bro' he admitted. ‘I'm ready for a break though’ he emphasised. 


Steffan nodded in agreement, he knew what Kirk meant. They stood on the sidewalk in the quiet inner city 
Melbourne lane, grateful for the dark darkness allowing them to find a moment to escape the heat of the 


party inside. 


‘tll miss you, man! Kirk gave his friend a deep hug, his warm and graciously drunk face showing his honesty. 
Kirk planted another warm wet kiss on Steffan's unexpecting lips, although he though Kirk had meant to find his 
cheek in the dark. Kirk tasted sweet and warm from a combination of beer and wine. Steffan's own face flushed 


warm. Kirk's affection wasn't at all unpleasant to him. 


The door behind them opened and Ross Halfin joined them in the street, a deviant smirk stretching into a smile 
as he caught them sharing a warm kiss. Ross' camera was still linked around his neck, and he held a cigarette 
between his teeth as he searched for a lighter in his pocket. He grinned at Steffan's expression as he lit up, 


tipping the lid of the packet open offering he and Kirk the same. They both shook their heads at his offer. 


On the face of the digital viewfinder, Ross flicked through that evening's images. He paused on several of Kirk 
and Steffan: their faces warm, tipsy, then drunk, and happily kissing. He showed the two of them the screen 
with a devious grin. Steffan's stomach felt immediately cold. If his wife ever saw that.. 


‘Kirk | should go' he said shakily. ‘Night he offered. Kirk's tipsy face didn't process his friend's awkward get- 


away. 


‘Alright bro, see ya! he said. 

Steffan's exit left a brief wind of change between Kirk and Ross who were left standing together in the dark 

alleyway. Ross offered Kirk his cigarette once more and this time he took it without reluctance. Ross was one 
of his oldest friends, and had convinced Kirk to do all kinds of things for the camera before.. Kirk took a deep 
inhaling breath in silence and smiled as he exhaled a few seconds later. Halfin clicked a lazy shot at Kirk, but 


the smoke had obscured his face in the thick night air. He shook his head deleting it. 

‘Got one of us tool Halfin offered turning the camera face towards Kirk. Kirk grinned: In the image he was 
warmly kissing Ross as he held the camera at arms length catching a shot of them together. It had been 
merely a few hours earlier. Showing Kirk the screen once more, he and Ross were sharing another long kiss, 
this time shot by Gio. Ross chuckled. 

‘You haven't changed a bit, Kirk! he smirked in his English accent. 


‘What'd'ya mean? Kirk grinned. 


‘You always would do anything for me... Ross suggested wickedly. 
‘Like what?!" Kirk challenged him. He licked his lips a little at the taste of the cigarette on his breath. 


‘Well, for starters, like that time you let me take pictures of you getting ready to shower in your pink shower 
cap..' Ross imitated Kirk posing nude with a playful twist of his torso. Kirk blushed and went silent. He 
remembered that alright. His nude body all over the internet.. 


Ross's hand grabbed Kirk's crotch in an apparent teasing gesture. At first Kirk had laughed, but then when his 
hand had not broken away as though it were a game, he felt Ross‘ hand squeeze him gently. He was testing 
him, squeezing his balls in his palm slowly, rolling them in his palm through his jeans. Kirk felt the warmth 
from his friend's hand sending his groin hard. Kirk didn't flinch, perhaps he would have sober, but nonetheless, 
he didn't turn down his friend's advances. Ross moved in for another warm kiss and they shared tongues 


openly. Ross panted hotly into Kirk's mouth. Kirk was getting off on Ross's smoky breath. 


Halfin's hand stroked Kirk firmly through his tight black denim jeans. Kirk was growing pleasantly uncomfortable. 


Kirk knew what he wanted, he was game.. 


‘| was heading back to the hotel. Kirk panted, breaking from Ross' mouth. His hand stayed attached to Kirk's 


Jeans. 
‘Come with me' Kirk demanded simply in a horny breath; his bottom lip dropped hungrily open 


Halfin nodded fast, he wanted Kirk more than anything. His friend's positive response to his tease had made his 
chest jump and his hands shook with adrenalin. Ross walked fast and Kirk followed him to the street corner to 


wave down a cab. 


‘But no camera’ Kirk explained; his bounty becoming clear. ‘No photos’ he demanded. This was clearly the deal- 


clincher. 


‘Alright Halfin obeyed removing the long leather strap from his shoulders. He looked around as though he 
would discard his expensive camera right there on the street for the price to spend a night with Kirk 


‘Give it to me, Gio can take it' Kirk explained. Halfin handed over the camera and there was warmth again in 
Kirk's face. His demeanour had turned quickly serious, and Ross knew he meant business when it came to his 


privacy. 


They turned a corner and walked back in the main doors to the gallery rejoining the busy party. Kirk grabbed 
his suit coat and handed the camera to his security, and leapt eagerly into his waiting car with Ross trailing 


unsuspectedly behind. 


Chapter Two 


The proposition which Kirk had in mind, can't have been what Ross was anticipating. Ross was waiting nervously 
on the corner of the bed in Kirk's hotel suite. He'd asked Ross to wait for him while he disappeared secretively 
with his day bag into the bathroom. Ross wasn't sure if he should be undressed and ready when Kirk emerged. 
Instead, he sat waiting with both his knees jiggling nervously. He was without the object which normally pacified 
his nerves: his camera was safely in Gio's possession at Kirk's request. What he'd give right now to take 


photos of his willing friend. He slipped off his shoes and unbuckled his belt a notch, and felt better immediately. 


‘Kirk?* he called out. He didn't hear his friend's reply, but decided to start a conversation with himself outloud 
anyhow. He helped himself to two beers from the mini-bar, and stood outside the ensuite door waiting for Kirk, 


talking to him through the wall. 

‘What are you doing in there, man? he asked. The shuffling, unzipping and sound of running water had stopped. 
‘| told you, | wanna show you something! 

Kirk replied through the door. Ross waited perplexed, listening for any clue as to what Kirk was preparing him 
for. The bathroom door opened and Kirk emerged wearing an old black suit which looked vaguely familiar. It was 
tight-fitting around the waist, but with room for a man's chest broader than his own. The collar came high up 


his slim neck, and a row of horizontal buttons were fitted across his chest. 


Ross took a moment to take it in. It didn't look as though it were made for Kirk, it looked more like a costume 


to him. 


‘You like it? Kirk smiled, smoothing his hands down his chest in the mirror. The suit was made from almost 


velvet-like fabric. 


‘Yeah, | do! Ross agreed. His voice was surprised, he was trying to hide his disappointment that Kirk had not 
emerged half-dressed, or better still, nude. 


‘Ive just bought two suits’ Kirk explained. ‘This one was worn by Boris Karloff and the other by Bela Lugosi. 
They're from these classic horror films. | collect Boris Karloff memorabilia’ he explained. Ross nodded, it made 
sense to him now. 

‘Shit! So how much are these worth? Ross asked, he saw the second suit carefully packed inside Kirk's bag. 
Kirk hesitated before a small mischievous smile broadened across his face. 

‘Uh..a couple a million each' he blushed. Kirk slowly undid the buttons framing his chest and removed the suit, 


returning it to a hanger on the bathroom door. He did the same with the suit pants and Ross watched 
carefully, his heart racing with the realisation that he was standing in a hotel bathroom with Kirk, naked. 


Kirk wrapped a towel around his waist and turned to Ross, a knowing grin written upon his face. 

‘Well, I'd like you to help me with something’ he smiled. 

Ross could hear his heartbeat rushing in his ears. They were back to his agenda 

‘tm making a book about my collection of horror movie memorabilia’ he explained, leaning into the large marble 
shower to turn on the water. The shower head sprung to life, and Kirk spoke louder of the sound of the water 
hitting the floor. 

‘And I'd like you to shoot me with all my stuff he explained Ross nodded, his eyes were transfixed on Kirk's 
nude torso. His friend opened his towel in front of him, and stepped nude into the shower. He'd left the shower 
door open, so the invitation was open, but still, Ross couldn't move from the spot. 

Kirk faced Ross, still speaking while he rubbed soap to his arms and chest. 

‘Most of my stuff is in my place in the Bay’ he explained. Ross could only nod. His eyes hadn't left Kirk's nude 
body, right there in front of him. He couldn't help but notice his friend's cock was growing hard in front of his 


eyes. 


‘So could you come to San Francisco for a weekend and take some shots?! he asked. Kirk seemed to want an 


answer now. Now? Ross could barely process thought in his presence. 
‘Sure! he gulped. Kirk's hands had reached for himself in the shower. 


‘Great! Well, are you gonna join me or not? Kirk asked with a grin 


Chapter Three 


In the shower, Ross' shaking hands were stuck on Kirk's curved waist. His fingertips couldn't leave the flames 
which licked around Kirk's middle, and his eyes read the cursive ink of his children's names upon his chest. 
Kirk's wet tongue darted out for a testing kiss, and his friend reciprocated. Kirk tugged Ross a step backwards 
into the hot stream of water. He'd not completely summoned the courage to join Kirk just yet, but with his 
friend's encouragement he kissed him back hotly. 


Kirk's hand had slid gently around Ross’ waist, and trailed his lower back. Kirk's fingers left his skin for a 
second, and Ross jumped at the sensation. Kirk had found his balls, and he squeezed him back gently, just as he 
had done to Kirk in the club alleyway earlier. Ross enjoyed the tussle, his friend's fondling hand warming his 
balls, until Kirk's hand rimmed the base of Halfin's dick in a hopeful gesture. He held him firm and still. 


‘You want me to jerk you off? Kirk breathed into his friend's mouth. Ross' wet mouth nodded, and Kirk 
tightened his grip and Halfin's erection grew in his hand. He groaned a little at himself: throbbing in Kirk's palm, 
he wondered if Kirk could tell. He thought Kirk's hand would never move, that he might just torture him by 
holding him stiff all night, until finally, Kirk's hand began a slow tease up and down the length of his shaft. 


Halfin thrusted along to Kirk's rhythmic movements, until their hips pressed together, and Kirk dropped his 
hand loose, and returned to Ross’ backside. As their hips rubbed furiously together, and their mouths shared 
wet frantic kisses, Kirk's fingertip outlined the parting of Halfin's buttocks, teasing out the small opening he was 
searching for by touch. Ross jumped a little when Kirk found him. 


‘Don't worry, man’. Kirk reassured his friend. I'm gonna make you come harder than you've ever come before’ 


he grinned. 


Ross was the most nervous he'd been all night. He'd not in a million years expected to get as far as he had 


with Kirk already tonight. But the fact that Kirk was still prepared for more excited him. 


Halfin tugged himself furiously in front of Kirk, he was bursting and ready to come, if only he could hold off to 
let Kirk show him his trick. His chin slipped involuntarily over Kirk's shoulder as he fingered him deeply. He knew 
how to get him to come alright, there was no way he was going to hold on now. A short crying moan escaped 


his lips before reason could help him hold it in 
‘Kirk he moaned, this was it, he was gonna come all over his friend's beautiful tight chest. His hips buckled 
into Kirk's torso, his dick releasing on his waist. His weight unsteadied Kirk for a moment in the slippery 


shower, until Ross' hand met the wall behind Kirk's head. He smiled and kissed Kirk's lips once more. 


It was the best hand-job he'd ever had. 


Chapter Four 


Ross hadn't yet visited Kirk's China Beach house in Presidio Heights. He had only Kirk's previous Georgian 
Mansion at Divisadero st to compare it to: an old dark, and perfectly gothic setting. He wondered what Kirk's 
current San Francisco house would be like. Hafin knew it was seldom lived in now, and the houses' main 


occupants were the monstrous collection of an enthusiast. Or so he thought. 


Kirk welcomed him at the door, already dressed in black jeans and shirt, a leather jacket and a diamond cross 
around his neck, ready for a photoshoot. He knew after a long friendship with Ross that photo opportunities 
begin from the first moment, and he wasn't wrong: Halfin's opportunistic camera hung around his neck as he 


greeted him at the door. 


‘Kirk! he greeted him happily, unsure whether a friendly kiss to the cheek would remind them both of their 
shower in Melbourne a few nights earlier. Nevertheless, Ross leant in for a kiss with a single embracing arm 


looping around his friend's neck, and Kirk's warm lips rewarded him with a lingering kiss to the cheek. 


‘Come in! he smiled gently. Ross held a heavy overnight bag full of camera lenses and gear in his left hand. He 
stepped over the threshold and he followed the twisted wooden banister of the staircase up to the peak of the 
high internal ceiling. The house was the opposite of Divisadero, light and airy and with spectacular beach views. 


‘Its great light in here! he mumbled, his voice was already obscured behind the camera lens as he shoot off a 


dozen frames of his first impression of the house. Kirk picked up his bag. 
‘ll show you upstairs' he offered, and Ross climbed the stairs behind Kirk as eagerly as ever. 


Kirk opened the first door on their left to a guest bedroom, it too, filled with mythical figurines on display in 
high wall cabinets. 


‘You can put your stuff here’ Kirk offered kindly, Halfin's mind disappointed that his sleeping space was not to 
be shared with Kirk. He accepted the offer a little sadly, and turned to Kirk as he took in the room. 


‘So how much stuff do you have? Ross asked. He was already pointing his camera at the shelf of porcelain 
Dracula figures on the shelf. 


‘Uhh, a whole house worth dude. And then there's all the stuff in Hawaii toot Kirk grinned. ‘But I'll start you 


downstairs’ he explained. His scheming face seemed to know something Halfin didn't. 


Kirk lead his friend to the far side of the ground floor of the house: a large purpose- built display room faced 
the garden. For a moment, Halfin thought Kirk was introducing him to two guests, until he saw that they were 
life-size mannequins, wearing the very same suits which Kirk had shown him in Melbourne. On closer inspection, 
two hand-sculpted figures whose features were alarmingly accurate. It was as though Boris Karloff and Bela 
Lugosi were in the room with them. 


‘| had them made to display the suits’ Kirk explained. He stood between ther. ‘| can't just wear these things 
around the house! he joked. 


‘Kirk! Stay right there, just where you arel! Halfin's face wore a fixture of compositional exclamation. He shot 
I5 frantic frames and Kirk began to realise his posture between the two of them. 


‘This looks incredible! Ross exclaimed. He showed Kirk the viewfinder, and on screen, the three of them-Kirk, 
Karloff and Lugosi-looked as life-like as each other. Kirk smiled, and his cheeks pinched into dimples with a grin 


‘There's something else | wanna show you too' he said deviously. He opened a small drawer in the wall cabinet 


and pulled out a single key. Kirk unlocked a glass cabinet displaying what looked to Ross like ordinary figurines. 


Inside, Kirk reached for a small leather pouch, barely larger than a wallet and withdrew a small pale cream 


book with pages falling loosely coming apart from the hand sewn binding. 


‘This is one of the only first published editions of Mary Shelley's novel Frankenstein’ Kirk explained with 
emphasis. This time, Halfin's face understood. The figures were toys to him, but this, he knew was a 
particularly special find. 


‘Are you kidding? Halfin's voice shook a little as Kirk turned the thin pages of the book over in his hands. 
‘Where did you get that?! 


‘From a second-hand book shop in Copenhagen’ Kirk smiled triumphantly. ‘| was in there with Lars looking for 


comic books when came across this. | had it valued when | got back and well, it sure is an original! 


It seemed this time Kirk was too polite to tell Ross the figure it was worth, even if he had only paid a second- 


hand bookstore price. 


Ross speechless, and certainly, Kirk was enjoying how much he was impressing his friend. Halfin's apparent 


modesty overtook him. 
‘Come on, tell me..give me a ballpark figure at least? he teased Kirk with a flirtatious smile. 


‘Its about the cost of a house, really’ Kirk mumbled quietly, placing it back in the thin leather wallet it had 
come from. He returned the book in its unassuming place on the shelf and locked the cabinet once more. He 
slipped the key into his jeans pocket, wary that it needed a new location every time he showed a guest his 


prize. Although, Halfin was the first. 


‘What kind of a house, Kirk? An ordinary house, or a house you can afford to buy? This house, perhaps? 


Halfin teased Kirk into a confession. 


‘Yeah, a house like this' Kirk grinned, his face turning a warm shade of pink. 


‘Pwrooah! SHIT DUDE! Halfin covered his face with his hand. He was impressed alright. He thought he knew 
what a house like this, prime real-estate in Presidio Heights would cost too. If Kirk's last house was anything to 


go by at a handsome $125 million.. 


‘ts not what it's worth in financial terms’, Kirk explained, ‘I's what it means to a collector. And it keeps good 


company here’. He looked around the room, pleased with the best pieces of his collection. 


‘| don't want it known that | have this though' he explained. ‘It's not going in my book’ Halfin nodded, it seemed a 


wise choice. 
‘It's like the Frankenstein myth, isn't it? Halfin began 
‘You don't know just how dangerous knowledge can be’. Kirk smiled, he wanted him to go on. 


‘| mean, you're lucky Kirk that you have the ability to collect all these things. Most people can only dream to 
be able to have the things they want'.his voice trailed off. He wasn't talking about money, and he knew it. 


Kirk nodded pensively, he was a reflective type and he knew he was lucky. There was a short silence between 


them before Kirk spoke. 


‘| feel a bit superficial sometimes’ he admitted ‘collecting all these things. But they really mean something to 


me. I'm not sure people really understand’. Kirk paused. 


‘Why are you making the book?! Halfin asked. He'd made several himself of his best work, there were many 


reasons for making a book to chronicle a personal collection. 


‘| don't want it be about material things’ Kirk explained. He looked intently at Boris Karloff. His angry rubber 
face in character looked back at him. ‘| just want to put something together, a keepsake, | guess' he shrugged. 
Ross thought he hadn't revealed the real reason as they left the room. 


‘So you've got some stuff in Hawaii too? Halfin asked. 

‘Yeah, but not as much’ Kirk said. He seemed cut short. Halfin followed Kirk, until they were back in the lounge 
with a view to the ocean. The house had a Spanish Villa feel to it, and the wide balcony with large orange clay 
pots looking out to sea gave the place a Mediterranean feel. 

‘Grab your guitar, and stand on the balcony for me' Halfin demanded, back to his professional voice. ‘Quick, 
while the lighting's good’. He looked at his watch: 2pm and still they'd hardly taken any photos. 

Halfin chuckled at himself while Kirk posed. 


The guitarist sat in his garden in the afternoon sun, his smile beaming, pleased to be sharing this day with his 


friend. 


‘You look great, man! he encouraged Kirk. His camera-shyness wasn't restricting him today. Kirk beamed him 


back a toothy grin Ross made him feel comfortable in front of the camera. 


‘Alright, anywhere else you wanna shoot?" Halfin asked looking at the sky. Clouds were covering the remainder 


of their afternoon light. Water began to spit lightly from the sky onto Kirk's guitar. 


‘Let's go inside’ Kirk decided, ‘Yeah, there's some more of my collection upstairs you haven't seen yet he 


explained. Ross' heart skipped a little with the thought that they'd be returning to Kirk's domain, by invitation 


Upstairs, Kirk had indeed lead Ross into his bedroom, and he stood next to the large ornamental voodoo chair 


covered in skulls which Ross recognised. 


‘Haven't seen this for a while! he said, testing a skull on the base of the chair with his foot. There were doggy 
teeth marks 


impressed in the bone and the dark wood. 


‘Yeah! It's been in storage at HQ for ages, propping up a studio clock! Kirk laughed. ‘Lani hates it: she won't let 
me have it in the house in Hawaii, and Darla used to chew on the skulls tool! he remembered. He went silent 


for a few seconds, he missed his dog. 
Ross sat on the end of Kirk's bed preparing the camera, and taking shot at Kirk seated in his chair. 


‘Why don't you take off your shirt? Ross offered. He tried to keep his voice as professional as possible, his 
camera to his face as he spoke. His subject did as he was told, and Kirk flicked his black t-shirt to the floor 
revealing the flames which licked around his waist. In an instant, Ross remembered his nervous fingers holding 
onto his waist as Kirk's hands touched him in the shower. Melbourne seemed so far away now. Ross lined up 


Kirk's muscular torso in the digital viewfinder and snapped another series of shots. 


Kirk smiled a short smile this time, trying to cover his nerves. He knew Ross was capable of getting him to do 
just about anything. All those years ago on the Justice tour, Ross had snapped him stripping before his 
shower, and Kirk had willingly posed nude with Lars looking on. It was just for a laugh, he had told himself, but 
he couldn't deny that he'd always wondered why he'd given in to Halfin. And here he was again, comfortable 


with his friend's advances. 


Kirk stood from the heavy chair, his groin aching. He slipped his green fender over his shoulders, propping it up 
against the bed. He unbuttoned the pewter dome on his slim-fitting black jeans, and pushed his hands deep in 
his pockets, until his zipper lowered, and the weight of his hands pulled his jeans down his hips until his flames 
were clear and his abdomen was free. He struck a serious pose, his eyes drilling the camera lens, and Halfin 


clicked furiously. He paused, lowering the camera to his chest, a suggestion on his greedy lips. 


‘Kirk? Do you wanna take those off for me? he asked carefully. Kirk smiled a sly grin as though he though 


Ross might never ask. He smoothed his hands to his waist, tugged his jeans down his thighs, and stood proudly 
nude in front of his friend's camera. 


Chapter Five 


Nothing contributes so much to tranquillize the mind as a steady purpose. -Mary Shelley, Frankenstein 


There was a palpable pause, a few long seconds while Kirk and Ross kept an eyeline between them. Kirk broke 
their horny stare by stepping out of his jeans, and taking a step closer to Ross sitting on the edge of the bed, 
with his camera still in hand. Ross' eyes perched nervously on Kirk's torso, unsure whether Kirk would allow 
him to look, let alone touch or photograph him while he was nude and willing. Realising he was going to have to 
take the first step, Kirk took his dick in his hand and tugged himself gently in front of Ross; his groin just a 
step away from his friend's mouth. Ross laid down his camera, still in his hands since Kirk had willingly lost his 
pants for him. 


He watched with hungry widening eyes, enjoying the deliciousness of Kirk's body stiffening, Finally, Halfin took a 
chance to participate: reaching out his hand to Kirk's hip, bringing him another step closer, until Kirk straddled 
his lap. Ross opened his mouth hopefully, looking up at Kirk willingly. Kirk read his friend's face and fed him his 


dick: warm and growing still in the transfer from hand to mouth. 


Kirk's hips buckled quickly to Ross‘ caring attention. Halfin's mind whirled: was this just a game, or did Kirk 


really mean it this time? 

‘Mmmm Kirk's eyes rolled shut, his face twisted in pleasure. 

Ross took in the smoothness of Kirk's golden chest, loving he was pleasing him. He let Kirk's dick roll from his 
tongue for a minute as Ross tasted his pre-cum in his mouth. Kirk's eyes opened and his face took in Ross’ 
devoted smile. 

‘You ever sucked dick before? Kirk whispered hopefully. Halfin nodded deviously. 

‘Yeah’ he grinned. Kirk smiled appreciatively. 


‘Anyone | know? he checked with a dirty grin. Ross didn't hesitate to answer. 


‘Yeah--Lars' he smiled. Kirk's chest turned icy and he stepped back in apparent surprise. He wasn't naive 
enough to be truly shocked. He just knew how it was, he'd fucked Lars too. Surely, Ross knew that? 


‘Really? Kirk asked a little painfully. Ross was teasing the tip of Kirk's cock, flicking his tongue back and forth 
until it stood free. Kirk looked down at his cock slipping in and out of Halfin's mouth, feeling it swell deliciously 
hard. Kirk fought the urge to thrust in his mouth. halfin's hands reached out to his camera to his right. Kirk 
stopped, withdrawing from his partner. 


‘Noooo..No photos of me nude, brol! Kirk teased. Ross pouted his lip, his face playfully disappointed. 


‘Not for your Monster book, just for me’ he begged Kirk with a persuasive smile. Kirk hesitated, he'd reached 
out for a pillow and covered himself in a quick defence mechanism against a quick pro photographer. Ross 
snapped one slow shot of Kirk covering himself with a pillow. He smiled, admiring Kirk in front of him. He was 


still waiting for his consent to photograph him nude once more. The last time had been in a bathroom in 1988. 


Halfin's hand tried Kirk's grip on the large white pillow and found it fell easily from his grip. Kirk stood nude in 
front of Ross once more. Kirk smoothed his groin, cupping himself while Halfin took the first shot. Click, flash, 
click, click, flash. Ross paused. 


‘Kirk? Take your hand away’ he spoke softly to coax him. Kirk grinned, shaking his head. 


‘No way man! he giggled, showing Ross his teeth. They were straighter now than his cheeky baby-toothed grin 
from 1988. 


Halfin stood from the bed and took Kirk by surprise: kissing his friend hotly and melting his thoughts of 


resistance. 


‘Come on, let me shoot you. | wanna see your beautiful dick’ he whispered into his mouth. Sucking off Kirk had 
made Ross desperate for more. 


‘Kirk's hand uncovered his groin to tug the belt-buckle on Halfin's jeans loose. 


‘You can take a photo of me, if | can take a photo of you...’ He suggested. Ross surveyed Kirk's ultimatum with 
a lick of his lips. 


‘Deal' Ross kissed. 


This time, Kirk dropped to his knees to take the already hard man in front of him willingly into his mouth in a 
fast sucking motion. Halfin drew breath hard, Kirk's eagerness had surprised him. It was the first time Kirk had 
returned the favour. 


‘Lie down’ Halfin managed, his voice choaking into a low growl. Kirk lay on his bed obediently. This time, Halfin's 
camera took in Kirk's naked body, his hard erection pinned to his stomach, his tight chest and big guns, and 
arms folded behind his head. Click, Flash, Click, Flash. 


‘Jesus Christ Ross whispered. Kirk reached for his cell phone that had fallen on the floor near his jeans. He 
pointed the phone camera at Ross, his own erection springing free from his jeans. A loud mechanical-sounding 
digital click, and Kirk inspected the screen with a grin. 


‘Oooh yeah, that'll keep me busy’ he moaned. 
Halfin stood at the edge of the bed, admiring Kirk lying on his back apparently waiting for his company on the 
bed. 


‘Come on’ Kirk cooed, patting the bed next to him. His hand returned to stroking himself as Ross joined him on 


the bed. 


‘Lemme jerk you off' Kirk begged. His hands rushed to Ross before he could object. He lay back and enjoyed 
Kirk's eager body teasing him hard. His hips arched and he moaned loudly. Kirk's phone vibrated on the 
mattress next to him, and Ross’ hand reached out to grab it, checking the screen 


‘Who's Carmella? he asked prying. Kirk tried to grab the phone from his hand. Halfin's face showed genuine 
shock. 


‘You're having an affair, Kirk?! he gasped. Kirk shook his head in surprise, leaning over Ross to grab the 


handset. 

‘No! She's my wife's sister! he retorted. He answered the call harshly. 

‘Carmen? he asked. 

‘Kirk, just calling to tell you... Kirk turned away from Halfin so he couldn't hear the voice of the woman calling. 


Fuck. Way to go, he thought. He was so fucking close to coming too. Kirk had wandered across the bedroom to 
the ensuite and closed the door behind him. He flopped back onto the bed with a sigh. 


Chapter Six 


Halfin felt a little guilty that he could hear Kirk's voice on the phone through the bathroom door. The caller 
had transferred the phone to his wife, and now Kirk spoke to her lovingly. Ross sighed and rubbed his 
forehead, wondering what he was doing here with Kirk, what he had been expecting. He shook his head at 
himself, reached for his jeans on the floor and redressed He retrieved his camera from the chair next to the 


bed, and headed downstairs: there were still rooms full of monster magazines to shoot. 


After what seemed like an eternity, nearly half an hour later Kirk came looking for Ross, finding him silently 
photographing his magazines and collectors cards. Outside of the bedroom, Ross wondered if their connection 
meant anything, he was sure he'd ruined the feeling between them. He didn't turn his head when Kirk entered, 
but he smiled to himself and his chest warmed to the feeling of Kirk's warm arms wrapping around his torso 


in apology, pulling Ross' back into his chest. 


‘I'm sorry’ Kirk spoke softly. [ts my nieces’ birthday, my wife's sister rang so | could speak to her, then Lani 


wanted to talk too’. 
‘Its alright, you don't have to apologise’ Ross replied gently. 


He couldn't hide his disappointment Kirk's mouth hadn't spent more time warming him. He'd had Ross pinned to 
the bed and bursting to come. Kirk heard the hurt in his friend's voice and hugged him tighter. 


Kirk's arms settled around Ross‘ waist in a thoughtful pose, and he added his chin to his friend's shoulder in an 
apologetic pout. Ross turned to face Kirk with his camera still in hand. His eyes paused on Kirk's gentle brown 


gaze. 


‘You're beautiful Ross whispered He meant it, looking at Kirk this close up and not through the lens of a 
camera he saw his real features. His skin was tanned, and his hair was as tightly curled as it had ever been 


Ross even loved the grey flecks that were beginning to show in Kirk's hair. 


Kirk's fingers found his friend's belt buckle and tugged him closer to take his appreciative mouth in a warm 
kiss. Kirk always had time for Ross: he was more well-meaning than anyone he'd ever met in the industry. The 


warmth of his friend's mouth sent his chest back into a quick pound, just the way it had upstairs. 

Halfin's buckle was loose in Kirk's hands once more. 

‘Please, for God's sake...’ Ross begged. 

Ross‘ panting mouth broke from Kirk's; his head dropping to watch Kirk's hands finding him hard inside his 
jeans. Kirk's mouth darted back to Ross, tugging his lower lip towards him. His hand loved feeling Ross' dick 
turning hard just for him. 


‘Don't tease me this time’ Halfin's voice came out at a low growl. Kirk grinned, teasing seemed to be exactly 


the fun he was after. 
‘Wine first?! Kirk kissed breathlessly. ‘Dinner? | have cous cous..' Ross cut him short. 


‘| don't want any fucking cous cous' he kissed. Kirk laughed a little, both their hands were desperately tugging 


at each other. 
‘But | could do with the wine’ Ross added. 


‘Me too' Kirk agreed. 


Chapter Seven 


Be men, or be more than men. Be steady to your purposes and firm as a rock. This ice is not made of such 
stuff as your hearts may be; it is mutable and cannot withstand you if you say that it shall not-Mary 
Shelley, Frankenstein 


In the comfort of Kirk's bedroom, this time--on a night that had turned dark and stormy--the two of them 
kept each other's' company. Kirk had jumped as the small of his bare back found the cold door knob of the 
bedroom. Ross’ eager body pinned the door shut behind them, and the two of them stumbled a few steps 
backward to the bed in the impending darkness. 


Kirk kissed at Ross' open mouth without seeing his lover. He had rolled happily on top of Ross, and his pale skin 
was framed by the dark sheets and the trickle of light from a bulb across the far corner of the room. 
Between them both, they had drained a bottle of red wine, and another, yet to be opened, sat on Kirk's bedside 
table. 


As yet, they had only shared hot kisses, savouring the length of the coming night they had alone. Ross’ groin 
rubbed hopefully against Kirk's parted thighs. Kirk's hands held Halfin's ass tightly beneath the sheets while his 
friend buckled gently into his middle, giving him a taste of his eagerness. Kirk's eyes latched onto Halfin's 
collarbone, until the heat of his lover's rhythm closed his eyes in ecstasy. The rolled in bed, Ross taking his 
turn motioning over Kirk until his breath kissed Kirk's eyes open 


‘Kirk? Ross asked gently, and he opened his eyes with a smile. Nuzzling his neck, he knew Ross was ready. 


‘There's condoms in the drawer’ Kirk mouthed back, for a moment, he thought of all the nights he and Lani 
had spent in this bed. It was his wife's perfume he could smell on the sheets. 


Ross rattled a small box and it produced its final offering; a single sealed condom. 
‘Shit, there's only one’ he said. 


‘| don't care’ Kirk smiled. He'd rolled eagerly onto his stomach, his knees bent and ready for Ross, his butt was 


pale, smooth and waiting. 


Ross kissed at the small of Kirk's back as he knelt behind him. It had been a while since he'd been with a man, 
but it was in no way foreign to him. He knew what to expect, and he knew Kirk was the same. He rolled the 


thin condom down his dick and tested Kirk with the tip. Kirk turned his head and smiled at his lover. 


‘Ready? Ross asked. He needn't have, Kirk took him appreciatively and moaned back on him, his back rolling to 


the sensation. 


‘Fuck yeahl' Kirk breathed hard, and Ross knew he was doing right. Kirk's shoulders took his lover's weight 


easily as he shuffled up over him. They rocked blissfully together: Ross, loving Kirk's moans, and Kirk enjoying 
his depth. 


The rough sound of Ross‘ body slapping into Kirk's made him wild. Kirk moaned, and after a minute, rolled to his 
back. He held out his hands and offered Ross his strength to hold his lover above him. Ross took Kirk's face in 


a happy smile as he continued with his body once again 


Ross caught the whites of Kirk's eyes flaring in joy: he knew he could do only two things to provoke that 
reactions from Kirk: make him mad-so pissed he could spit at him in rage, or so close to coming his couldn't 
restrain himself his eyes from bulging in their sockets. 


Kirk's chin arched hard back, his chest convulsing as his body seized for a moment. Ross watched Kirk's tight 
penis twitch on his tanned abdomen, taking in the delight that Kirk was about to come for him. As Kirk's hands 
holding Ross' neck turned to fists, he shot triumphantly across his own chest: a sticky pattern Ross loved, he 


bared his weight on Kirk wanting more. 


'Kirk.'he whispered. ‘Fucking come for me’..Kirk's hand shot to his groin as a he made a second heavy gasp, 
this time, it released the remainder of his joy. 


‘Uuuuuuughh!' Kirk moaned loudly. He opened his eyes to the sight of Ross’ pleased face. 


‘Shit, Kirk! he laughed. Kirk's come had smeared plentifully between them both. Kirk smiled at the sight of 
them: both their chests a satisfied and sticky mess. 


‘Take me to the shower? he asked Ross. 


Chapter Eight 


It was already one in the morning; the rain pattered dismally against the panes, and my candle was nearly 
burnt out, when, by the glimmer of the half-extinguished light, | saw the dull yellow eye of the creature open 
-Mary Shelley, Frankenstein 


‘Kirk? Ross rolled over to check on his lover. 


A storm was heading in to the bay, and the old windows in the house rattled ominously. It unnerved him, it 
sounded like a creature might be trying to break in. In the darkness Ross couldn't think straight, let alone like 
an adult. He needed Kirk's reassurance. He smoothed his hands down Kirk's nude sleeping back. His voice so far, 
hadn't roused him, so he leant in for a kiss to his shoulder, it was still salty with sweat from their night 
together. Kirk turned and open his eyes slowly, pleased to find that the light was not on, instead his lover was 
waking him with a kind voice. 


‘Dude, did you hear that? Ross whispered, hearing the fright in his own voice for the first time. A gate 
banged loudly in the garden outside fighting the ferocious gale. Ross jumped like a startled animal. 


‘Its just the wind, man’ Kirk replied sleepily-his tone was slightly annoyed. He yawned and rubbed his eyes 
painfully, it was clear he had been deep in sleep. Kirk closed his eyes once more, but Ross was not yet 
satisfied, he sat up nervously in bed waiting for the next abrupt sound to unnerve him. 


He was sure that it was coming. The trees waved dark shadows across the balcony outside, and Ross heard 


the ominous noise of clay pots being dragged along the stone frontage by the wind. 


‘Shit! How do you sleep here? Ross asked in horror, thinking that storms must roll into the San Francisco Bay 
like this every other week. 


‘You get used to it Kirk muttered; his voice sleepy and muffled by his own warm pillow. 


But still, Ross sat bolt upright in bed. After a long frigid moment Kirk realised he had not yet reassured his 
friend. 


‘Do you need me to hold your hand?" Kirk teased. His eyes opened with a wicked smile and a toothy grin that 


Ross knew so well. 


‘That might help... Ross smiled, leaning into Kirk's warm body in bed. As he relaxed next to Kirk once more, the 
old wooden ceiling above them made a horrible cracking noise. Ross took Kirk's hand in a tight grip at the same 


moment. 


‘ts alright man! he chuckled, feeling Ross' fright. ‘This house is one hundred and forty years old, it's withstood 


a storm or two! he reassured him. It was too late: Ross was already taking mental notes never to accept an 


overnight invitation from Kirk again. 


Kirk offered Ross’ shaking mouth a warm kiss. He calmed almost instantly, concentrating on Kirk's warmth and 


kindness. The sheets smelt like him, his friend was being as hospitable as ever. 


Kirk's hand holding Ross' weak palm lifted it warmly to his chest. Ross' fingers uncurled, smoothing the surface 
of his lover's chest with his flattened palm. Kirk searched Ross' mouth eagerly with more tongue. 


Ross' fingertips finally grew more self-assured and teased Kirk's abdomen with the foreshadowing of a hard 
cock to fill his palm. As ever, he was not disappointed with Kirk's size. He was already warming to Ross' body 
next to his, grooming his cock to grow for him in the darkness. Ross’ photographic mind pictured the sight his 
hand was feeling: knowing Kirk's tanned cock would be flushed pink and hard. He teased the rounded fleshy tip in 
his fingers and Kirk buckled an early shudder. 


‘Dude..l'Il fuckin... 


‘Come? Ross hesitated to finish Kirk's sentence for him with a chuckle. His fingers already held some of Kirk's 


sticky excitement. 
‘Yeah! Kirk exhaled in a laugh. Ross barely heard the scraping of loose iron fence outside as he tugged Kirk 
fully in his hand with vigour. They were past the tease, and now, he was hoping to make his lover come on his 


promise. Kirk groaned gently, Ross' hand jerked his cock towards his middle like it might've been his own. 


Shit!.Ooahh... he moaned. His hips tightened for a minute and Ross thought Kirk might've met his peak for him, 


but he bleated for his lover to continue. 
‘Don't stop! Kirk begged with a heady gasp. 


His head rolled from side to side in pleasure on the pillow. Ross' eyes had adjusted to the darkness, and now his 


retinas made light out of his lover's features. Kirk's mouth was dropped in a delicious open moan. 

He knew he had done good when Kirk's voice ricocheted in a growling moan. His come ran freely over Ross’ 
pumping hand and pooled on his stomach. 

see him. Thunder rolled in billowing claps outside and Ross settled into Kirk's patient body once more. 


‘You can't be afraid of thunder! Kirk laughed. Ross' nervous body shook next to his in embarrassed 


confirmation and Kirk realised his folly. 


'Oh! he said sadly, reaching his arms gratefully around Ross' shoulders. He hugged him tighter, feeling bad for 


mocking his adult friend's fears. It sure was a good excuse, Ross thought. 


Chapter Nine 


In the post in February, Kirk opened a heavy box which he knew contained the first published copies of his 


monster book: Too Much Horror Business, that featured his wide collection of horror movie memorabilia. 


He carried them inside, the Hawaiian summer was a world away from the cold November weekend he and Ross 
had spent together shooting at his China Beach house in San Francisco. He settled the heavy box on the table 
and pulled back the red postal tape, lifting his first sighted copy from the box, admiring it like a piece of art 
he had created himself. Lani came down the stairs to meet him. 


‘My book's arrived! he beamed a broad smile and she wrapped her arms around his middle. 

‘Show me?” she asked her husband lovingly. He handed her the copy he had lifted from the box. Inside, was a 
thin slip of paper to draw his attention. Lani opened the cover for him and they read Ross’ blue-inked 
handwriting together. 


‘Thanks for the great weekend, Kirk We should really do it again sometime-love Ross xx’. 


THE END. 


